The Northern, March, 1923 by Great Northern Paper Company
The University of Maine 
DigitalCommons@UMaine 
Great Northern Paper Company Records Manuscripts 
3-1923 
The Northern, March, 1923 
Great Northern Paper Company 
Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.library.umaine.edu/great_northern 
 Part of the Genealogy Commons 
This Newsletter is brought to you for free and open access by DigitalCommons@UMaine. It has been accepted for 
inclusion in Great Northern Paper Company Records by an authorized administrator of DigitalCommons@UMaine. 
For more information, please contact um.library.technical.services@maine.edu. 
NORTH
March 1923
Volume 2 Number 12
Page Two The Northern
Some Pioneers of MOOSEHEAD 
CHESUNCOOK and
Story of the Past
By F. S. Davenport MILLINOCKET
We three—J. P. Moore, F. A. Appleton, and the writer, knew very well what 
we were about when we started on our excursion ; able and distinguished 
pens—Winthrop, “Life in the Open Air ” Thoreau, “The Maine Woods,” 
had traced and illumined the route, so it was clearly outlined to our imagination, 
but we did not know that, 58 years afterward it would be printed in The Northern, 
and here we are.
This humble pen will be aided by authentic photographs of persons, hotels, 
camps, and other things, long since disappeared, a collection of more than fifty 
years, some lately found and others promised in season for the issue in which they 
belong, and these will tell their own story better than this pen can tell it.
I will whisper that all the events were as stated, yet were not all in the one 
excursion, but in two over the same route, and are interwoven because important 
as history, and for other reasons. This explains seeming errors as to dates. I 
will tell the story, and you may make dates as you please.
PART XII.
Joseph Merritt,
Master Mechanic 1859 to 1869.
We descended at the hotel 
—yes—what next? We 
were much embarrassed. 
We were chucked into 
civilization, “neck and 
crop,” “with all our im­
perfections on our heads;” our uncut 
hair, our beards, our complexions, 
decorated with black-fly bites. You 
should see them. What about it? We 
scrubbed and polished as best we 
could and went in to dinner. The 
best table in the center of the room 
was all set, a table cloth of red and 
black squares with an embroidered 
border, it looked like an heirloom from 
 “Grandma” (was, probably). Were 
we to be seated there? Ah! No! not 
for us; the other passengers were 
placed there. “This way, please.” We 
were given a small table in a corner, 
by ourselves, which was being ar­
ranged. We had been sized up, our 
social status was nebulous. I can 
 guess the order, “Give them a table 
by themselves.”
The hotel people would not object to 
our apparel, were uesd to such, had 
 seen much worse in “the driving sea- 
 son,” in comparison we were stylish. 
They would be considering their other 
guests, who might never have seen 
such “scare crows” and would not
comprehend them. There were two 
cats, an old fashioned gray tabby-
cat with green eyes (the oldest species 
of cat in the world) and a shiny black 
cat with bright gold eyes. The tabby-
cat came to me at once and sprang 
into my lap, purring; the table girl 
wanted to take it away, I begged to 
keep it. They know at sight, that I 
love them, why is it so? The black 
cat noticed no one, wandered about. 
The gray did not come to be fed, hotel 
cats are never hungry. Here were 
real, charming crockery dishes, shin­
ing knives and forks, snowy white 
napkins, real country soda biscuit— 
“Tea or coffee?” Roast pork, lamb 
pie?” “Mince, apple, blueberry?” 
Blueberry cake, real country dough­
nuts as well. Every dinner has an 
end—a voice, “Stage ready in ten 
minutes.” A bustle of preparation 
ensued.
Prices of provisions: Bangor— 
Flour, $10; sugar, 18c; rice, 14c; 
cheese, 12c; coffee, 45c; tea, $1.20; 
saleratus, 15c; cream tartar, 70c; 
hard bread, 15c; salt pork, 25c; meal, 
35c peck; pickles, 70c gallon; Wor­
cestershire sauce, $1 bottle. Chesun- 
cook—Butter, 50c; milk, 10c; eggs 
(small), 25c dozen. Fowler’s—Butter, 
30c; milk, 10c; potatoes, 17c peck. 
McCauslin’s—Butter, 25c; eggs, 25c.
I have told all I know and more of 
the “Pioneers” of the title, Moosehead, 
Chesuncook, Millinocket. I proposed 
to give good measure, had other 
“Pioneers” in reserve, whose memories 
I had all ready before Part One of 
this story was printed. It is eighteen 
miles from “Passadunky Point” to Old 
Town, while we ride over them I will 
tell of the “Pioneers” who operated 
on the river alongside with the old 
stern-wheel steamboats. I had many 
of the items long ago, but am indebted 
to the very interesting paper of Mrs. 
C. B. Porter, read at the annual meet­
ing of the Bangor Historical Society, 
for other items unknown to me. I 
saw the old steamboats many times. 
Never sailed on any of them. I knew 
many of the men concerned with the 
steamboats.
In 1846 a charter was granted by 
the Legislature of Maine to the 
“Penobscot Navigation Company” to 
navigate the Penobscot River above 
Old Town, together with rights and 
privileges vital to the success of such 
a scheme. The first steamboat, “Gov-
The top of honor is a slippery place.—Mitchell.
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ernor Neptune," was built by the 
Moors, began to run in 1847. General 
Samuel Veazie built the second steam­
boat, “Governor Dana,” which ran for 
nearly a year; then litigation was in­
stituted by the Moors which, after go­
ing through the Maine courts was 
taken to Washington, D. C. before the 
full court and was decided in favor of 
the Moors.
General Veazie took his steamboat 
apart, had it transported to California 
where it was operated on the Sacra­
mento river at far more profit than 
was possible on the Penobscot river— 
those years 1848, 1849, 1850 were the 
years of the “California Gold Fever.” 
The steamboats were of various 
dimensions and capacities, some could 
run in 18 inches of water, some re­
quired more, some less. As I remem­
ber them I am thinking that some 
could crawl along where there was no 
water at all. The stern-wheels were 
strongly built, with an engine of 
power enough they might travel over 
land like a “caterpillar tractor.”
The names were “Gov. Neptune,” 
1847; “Gov. Dana,” 1847; “William 
R. Ray,” “Mattanawcook,” 1848, built 
by Moors. “Sam Houston,” 1849, 
Moors; “John A. Peters,” 1857, built 
by the Smiths; “Aroostook,” Smiths; 
“Lizzie Smith,” Smiths; “Nicaton,” 
“Medway,” builders unknown to the 
writer.
Summer Arrangement
 Bangor. Oldtown and Milford 
Rail Road Company
M. H. Hartwell of Old Town was 
agent. Captains—Sam Jameson, Isaac 
Haynes, Frank Lawton, Orin Blethen, 
Bryant, Chesley. The Penobscot Navi­
gation Company sold out to William 
Harrison Smith and J. L. Smith in 
1857—and they sold out to the 
European and North American Rail­
road Company in 1867. The steam­
boats were an indispensible public 
utility while they were in existence.
To place our next Pioneers in a 
proper setting I will state a few 
events before they began operations. 
In 1831 it took seven days to travel 
from New York to Boston by stage
coach (Concord coach, a model as old 
as Egypt) traveling by day, and 
sleeping by night, in accord with the 
old scripture proverb, “For the night 
cometh, when no man can work,” a 
proverb not observed in modern 
nights.
The first steam railroad in the 
United States was the Mohawk & 
Hudson Railroad from Albany to 
Schenectady, N. Y., sixteen miles. The 
first passenger train, The “DeWitt 
Clinton,” made its first trip August 
 9, 1831. John Hampton, engineer;
Billy Marshall, conductor; brakeman 
unknown. Ex-Gov. Jos. C. Yates, 
Thurlow Weed, and ten other passen­
gers.
A right of way, commencing where 
is now the Brewer bridge was built 
 along as far as, and beyond what is 
now the town of Veazie (and to be 
extended to Old Town) by the Old 
Town Railway Company (chartered 
in 1832), that company sold the 
charter, and as much of the right of 
way as was completed, to the Piscata­
quis County Railroad Company for 
$50,000. It remained unoccupied until 
the European and North American 
R. R. Co. acquired it, and built upon 
it in 1868. Old Town was a part of 
Orono at that time, was set off and in­
corporated in 1840. (Orono was 
originally Stillwater).
VEAZIE RAILROAD
(Bangor, Old Town and Milford 
Railroad Co.)
Copy of notes made by Nathan T. 
Swan who was in the service of the 
company from 1840 to the end of its 
existence.
The original name under which the 
road was built in 1836 and operated 
until about 1853 was The Bangor & 
Piscataquis Canal & Railroad Co. 
After 1853 the name was changed to 
Bangor, Old Town & Milford R. R. 
Co. and extended to Milford. It was 
known as such until Nov. 30, 1869 
when the last trip was made after 
being sold to the European & North 
American Railway Co. It was some­
times called the “Veazie Road” as it 
was bought in about 1853 by Samuel 
Veazie who owned and controlled it
The road was built by laying an
Joseph W. Taney, C. E.
Civil Engineer of B. O. & M. R. R.
A bad promise is better broken than kept.
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General Samuel Veazie
iron strap along a hard pine timber 
6 in. square. The straps were 12 ft. 
long, 2 1/2 in. wide and 3/8 of an inch 
thick, but in 1849 it was laid over 
with what was called the chair rail 
which they bought from the N. J. & 
Penn. R. R., the rails being changed 
to heavier ones as they bought heavier 
engines.
The wheels of the first two engines 
were of wood, except the tires and 
hubs which were of iron—as also were 
the passenger coach wheels which 
were made in England.
The doors of the passenger coaches 
opened on the sides and the conductor 
in collecting fares walked along the 
 footboard, corresponding to the foot- 
board of an open trolley car.
On the completion of the road they 
bought two engines in England said to 
have weighed 7 1/2 tons each. They 
were built by Robert Stevenson at 
New Castle on Tyne and brought 
across the Atlantic on the deck of 
the old Black Ball Line Packets.
The engine was a four wheeler. Its 
fire box and flues were of copper. 
There was no cab. They had no names, 
only ones given them after reaching 
here and no number on the plate that 
I can recollect.
(Dictated by N. T. Swan in 1900)
We called the first engine the 
 "Pioneer” and the other one No. 6. 
About 1848 they bought in Boston a 
four wheel engine called the “Boston.” 
It was poor and used but little. Do 
not know the maker. About 1855 they 
bought an eight wheel engine in Bos­
ton called the “John Elliott,” which 
was made by Hinckley & Druey, Bos
ton, and used until the road closed 
Nov. 30, 1869.
About 1858 they bought a new eight 
wheel engine made by the Portland, 
Me. Locomotive Works, named the 
“Aroostook” and in 1860, one called 
the “St. Louis,” both being in use 
when the road was sold. The road 
was bought by the E. & N. A. R. R. 
Co., now the M. C. R. R. Co.
The first trip run over the old road 
was Nov. 6, 1836. The last trip was 
Nov. 30, 1869. First conductor,
Sawyer; second conductor, Stacy; 
third and last, Nathan T. Swan, who 
first entered service in 1840 as assist­
ant helper at Old Town, then pro­
moted to station agent, then to con­
ductor in 1852, moving to Bangor at 
that time. He remained on the road 
making the last trip Nov. 30, 1869.
The second railroad in America.
General Samuel Veazie, born Port­
land, Me., 1787. Was in business at 
Topsham a while. Bought the Jack- 
son Davis mills at Old Town. Removed 
to Bangor in 1832. Owned in all 
(later) 52 mills on the Penobscot 
river.
In 1850 the track of the Bangor & 
Piscataquis Canal & Railway Co. was 
extended across his land to the river 
at Old Town. This caused a law suit 
which was tried before a jury on the 
premises, and resulted in a verdict of 
$17,000 damages. Other law suits fol­
lowed, and finally resulted in the pur­
chase of the railroad and charter by 
General Veazie, and he continued to 
operate it until his death in 1868. He 
extended it from Old Town to Milford, 
built the bridge at his own expense, 
changed the name to Bangor, Old 
Town & Milford Railroad. Being the 
sole owner, it came to be called “The 
Veazie Railroad.”
In 1854 he removed to “Veazie,” 
which territory was ward seven of 
Bangor, (called North Bangor). He 
caused it to be incorporated by act of 
Legislature in 1853. There were 20 
mills in the territory called the “Cor­
poration Mills” of which he was sole 
owner. The population in 1860, 897; 
1900, 555; 1920, 504. The decline was
Our ideals are our better selves.—Alcott.
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Nathan
caused by the mills being destroyed 
by fire from time to time, and by a 
gradual decline in the demand for 
Maine lumber.
General Veazie died at his winter 
residence in Bangor (near the B, O. 
& M. station) on the 12th of March, 
1868, at the age of 81.
The station was located at the head 
of Howard lane from Cumberland 
street to Curve street, so-called be­
cause it was a curve specially con­
structed to carry a line of railway 
which was a continuation of a side 
track from the station. The lumber 
cars and freight cars descended the 
track in control of the brake to Har­
low street, through which and through 
Exchange street it continued to City 
Point at the foot of Exchange street, 
where now is the Union station. From 
the foot of Curve street the cars were 
hauled by horses to City Point and 
back, and up Curve street to the sta­
tion. From City Point the lumber 
and other freight was transported to 
other states by vessels. There were 
two stations in Old Town, upper sta
tion, Asa DeWitt, agent; lower sta
tion, Farrar, agent; Joseph W. Taney, 
C. E. was civil engineer; Joseph Mer-
Peace and commerce go together.—Jefferson.
T. Swan
ritt, master mechanic, 1859 to 1869; 
Ed. Farrar, freight agent.
This railroad was in operation from 
Bangor to Old Town (1836), three 
 years before the Eastern Railroad was 
built from East Boston to Salem 
(1839), four years before it was ex­
tended from Salem to Portsmouth, N. 
H. (1840), five years before the Port­
land, Saco & Portsmouth railroad was 
built to connect Portsmouth with 
Portland, Maine.
The stage is now arriving at the 
Milford station, where we take the 
train for Bangor. It is 4.30 P. M. 
Our canoe and baggage are put in the 
baggage car. Next station is Old 
Town at the other end of the long 
bridge. Next is Upper Stillwater, 
about four miles, with another bridge 
across the Stillwater channel of the 
Penobscot river; from the car window 
is a fine view of Mt. Ktaadn, 100 miles 
away over the valley of the river. The 
great mountain is watching over us 
yet. The next stop is “Hogtown,” not 
a station but a ‘‘cross-roads” which 
runs to the right as far as the end 
of Essex street (of Bangor), but is 
in the town of Orono, to the left it 
runs to the settled part of Orono (on 
the river road). There are three 
houses near the crossing (are there 
today). The origin of the name “Hog-
town” was a series of incidents. In 
one of the houses lived a woman 
whose hog, wandering on the track, 
was killed by the engine. She wanted 
to be paid for the slain hog; the rail­
way company, in no way responsible 
for the accident, refused to pay. She 
boiled out all the “hog’s fat” from 
the animal, and greased the rails with 
it for a considerable distance. When 
the train reached the place, it could 
go no farther, the fat had to be wiped 
away, and the rails sprinkled with 
sand. These incidents caused more 
amusement than anger. The name 
“stuck” and it is the “Hogtown road” 
to this day.
The next three miles is through 
woods with an occasional “cut” on 
one or both sides. The “right of way” 
between Old Town and Bangor is a 
straight line, no curves, and as level 
as a floor. The early locomotives 
could not haul a train except on a 
level, were not powerful enough, not 
heavy enough. A machine must have 
weight to get a grip on the rails. One 
can walk over the entire “right of 
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way” at this day, except where the 
two long bridges were. It might be 
used as a road if it were wide enough 
for teams to pass each other, some 
stretches are “embankments,” other 
stretches are “cuts.” The expense 
would be considerable to widen it. It 
is often called “The Bicycle Path.” 
The last three miles is open view, 
with Hathorne’s meadow on the right 
hand side a mile or more wide, Essex 
street over at extreme right; on the 
left clearings, coppices and small 
fields, “Meadow Brook” running south. 
A veritable small game preserve. I 
have seen perch and trout caught in 
the brook; have shot snipe, plover, 
ducks, woodcock, partridge on both 
sides of the meadow, all of it and 
much more within the City of Bangor, 
which has six square miles. I have 
often said “Let me have the game 
inside the City of Bangor and others 
may have the rest of the State.” At 
the foot of the meadow begins the 
built up part of the city on the north 
side. The brook follows along on one 
side or the other of the track, cross­
ing Essex street, Broadway, Center 
street, along the right hand side of 
Curve street, crosses Harlow street 
and loses itself in the Kenduskeag 
stream.
The locomotive, just before reach­
ing the overhead bridge on Center 
street, detaches from the train, ac­
celerates its speed, passes under the 
bridge and takes a siding; the train 
keeps on with its own momentum, and 
enters the yard and station, and pulls 
itself up at the platform. There is 
no other way. If the engine entered 
the station, it must come out again. 
The other end of the station is on a 
high bluff, where no train can operate. 
One steps from the train to the plat­
form (on same level) and proceeds 
through the ticket office and waiting 
room to outdoors, if walking, one 
passes to the right of the four large 
elm trees (they are there at this day) 
and take the long wooden stairway to 
Harlow street of 100 or less steps 
which passes diagonally to the left 
across the face of the bluff, and lands 
about a hundred feet to the north of
LAST TRAIN ON THE BANGOR, OLD TOWN & MILFORD R. R., NOV. 30 1869
F. S. Davenport, 1923
the junction of Harlow and Cumber­
land streets. If one is ascending this 
stairway and toting heavy baggage 
there is compensation in resting and 
gazing at the entrancing scenery of 
Harlow street. 
If one is to take a hack, passes to 
the left of the elm trees, where the 
Three may keep a secret, if two of them are dead.—Poor Richard.
hacks are waiting, they go the other 
way, pass Hosea Maynard’s bateau 
shop on one side, a long rope-walk on 
the other side, and into Cumberland 
street and so on.
What became of the other two I 
know not; think they rode home. I had 
a scheme for myself, I looked in a 
mirror in the waiting room, and 
thought I looked too respectable, even 
with a three weeks beard. I wanted 
to look worse and have some amuse­
ment. I took off the rubber blanket 
in which our woolen blankets were 
wrapped, and re-tied those without it, 
cut off a piece of the lariat and tied 
the rubber blanket under my chin. The 
blanket is 6 feet 8 inches by 3 feet 
4 inches. I have it now, an army 
blanket used by the soldiers in the 
Civil War to lie on in the Virginia 
mud and to tie around woolen 
blankets, etc. They were sold with a 
lot of other things as surplus army 
supplies, are being sold now; our tin 
plates and tin dippers were from the 
same source.
My apparel: I had trousers torn 
at the knees; long leg boots, badly 
used up; a red flannel shirt, turned 
dark in spots by wetting; a dark blue 
knit jacket, lined with red flannel; a
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Molly Molasses, 104 years old.
I PHILADELPHIA
 If you’re off to Philadelphia in the morning, 
You mustn’t take my stories for a guide.
 There's little left, indeed, of the city you will read of,
= And all the folks I write about have died.
 Now few will understand if you mention Talleyrand,
Or remember what his cunning and his skill did;
 And the cabmen at the wharf do not know Count Zinnendorf, Nor the church in Philadelphia he builded.
It is gone, gone, gone with lost Atlantis,
 (Never say I didn’t give you warning)
In seventeen ninety-three ’twas there for all to see, 
But it is not in Philadelphia this morning.
soft hat nearly demolished. Thus at­
tired I paraded Bangor, went into 
stores where I was well known, into 
the grocery where I had bought the 
provisions for the trip, into my uncle’s 
store on Main street, met many 
acquaintances along the street, asked 
all sorts of questions, and was not 
recognized by any one.
My disreputable appearance was not 
noticed, all Bangor had seen three 
hundred men arrive in town “off the 
drive” in summer. After that spec­
tacle “Imagination gives up, lies down 
and quits.” I was having my fun, 
the best was yet to come. I went to 
my residence, and was about to enter, 
my cousin came to the door. “What 
do you want,” said she. “Well, I’ve 
come home from my trip.” “Who are 
you?” “Fred Davenport.” She called, 
“Mother, here’s a man at the door who 
says he’s Fred Davenport. Come and 
look at him.” They looked. I was 
not acceptable. I was much pleased 
to see how my fun was turning out. 
I said, “I have two things you know 
about, my watch and chain and this 
blue jacket.” I showed them, and 
called attention to an odd button that 
they had given to me to replace one 
that had been lost. “Yes, we know
 If you’re off to Philadelphia in the morning,
 You mustn’t go by everything I’ve said.
 Bob Bicknell’s Southern Stages have been laid aside for ages,
 But the Limited will take you there instead.
| Toby Hirte can’t be seen at One Hundred and Eighteen
North Second Street—no matter when you call;
And I fear you’ll search in vain for the wash-house down the lane 
Where Pharao played the fiddle at the ball.
 It is gone, gone, gone with Thebes the Golden,
 (Never say I didn’t give you warning)
In seventeen ninety-four ’twas a famous dancing floor,
= But it’s not in Philadelphia this morning.
J If you’re off to Philadelphia in the morning,
You must telegraph for rooms at some hotel.
 You needn’t try your luck at Epply’s or the ‘Buck,’
Though the Father of his Country liked them well.
 It is not the slightest use to inquire for Adam Goos,
 Or to ask where Pastor Meder has removed—so
 You must treat as out of date the story I relate,
Of the church in Philadelphia he loved so.
 He is gone, gone, gone with Martin Luther,
(Never say I didn’t give you warning)
In seventeen ninety-five he was (rest his soul!) alive
 But he’s not in Philadelphia this morning.
 If you’re off to Philadelphia this morning,
 And wish to prove the truth of what I say,
 I pledge my word you’ll find the pleasant land behind 
Unaltered since Red Jacket rode that way.
 Still the pine-woods scent the noon; still the cat bird sings his tune;
 Still autumn sets the maple forest blazing.
 Still the grape-vine through the dusk flings her soul-compelling musk; 
Still the fire-flies in the corn make night amazing!
They are there, there, there with earth immortal
(Citizens, I give you friendly warning)
 The things that truly last when men and times have
 passed,
They are all in Philadelphia this morning!
I
I
INDIAN ISLAND IN 1864.
those all right, but who is it that is 
wearing them? What have you done 
with Fred Davenport?” “I have not 
done anything with him. I’ve got him 
here under my arms and am showing 
him to you.”
Finally a gleam of recognition 
seemed to shine, they ceased their 
suspicion. Did they fall on my neck 
as on a “Prodigal Son” returned from 
his wandering? Not much; they ex­
ploded in yells of demoniac mirth, 
made sport of my beard, my apparel, 
and what not. Peace was restored. 
I was permitted to enter the house.
VALEDICTORY
We are honored and content because
Self-confidence is the first requisite to great undertakings.—Johnson.
of our readers interest in our story.
Our “cartes de visites” depict our 
appearance at the period of these 
“memoirs.”
HER GENTLE HINT
The curate (engaged in a theological 
discussion with his landlady) :—“And 
what do you think of the character 
of St. Paul?”
The landlay—“Ah! he was a good 
soul. Do you remember how he once 
said we should eat what is set before 
us and ask no questions for con­
science’s sake? I’ve often thought 
how I would have liked him for a 
boarder.”
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Editorials
When the early Colonists came to 
these shores they brought with them 
certain ideas with which they built up 
the government. Among others were 
the principles of civil liberty, which 
developed so rapidly in this country, 
far removed from the old world in­
fluence, that the colonists fell, in­
evitably, into conflict with the mother 
country, whose ideas the colonists had 
outgrown.
But the ideas with which the early 
settlers came to this country were 
vast developments of olden systems 
which had gone before them. Take 
up a volume, for instance, which de­
scribes the civil conditions in France 
or England of the sixteenth and 
seventeenth centuries. In those days 
there was little or nothing of what 
we today call civil liberty. A man 
could be arrested without reason and 
thrown into jail for months or even 
years without a trial, and his property 
confiscated. Soldiers of the king were 
housed in private homes at the ex­
pense of the householder. The taxes 
went to keep kings, princes, and 
nobility in luxury. All this had 
greatly changed by the time the 
colonists came to America, and pre­
caution was taken by the makers of 
our constitution to write into it a 
guarantee against such abuses in this 
country.
Today it is the proud boast of the 
American citizen that it is his right 
to travel freely from place to place 
on any lawful errand and everywhere 
to be accorded the equal protection of 
the laws. He can own property, make 
contracts, engage in any lawful trade 
or labor. He is free to worship as he 
pleases. He is free from arbitrary 
arrest and can speak his mind on any 
subject of popular concern. He is en­
titled to a fair trial when accused of 
crime. He cannot be deprived of life 
or liberty or property without due 
process of law.
All these civil rights were not sent 
as manna from heaven, but were 
gained through long centuries by hard 
struggles and safeguarding each 
precious advancement gained. The 
English people gained one of their 
greatest advancements when they se­
cured from their king John, a written 
agreement that taxes should not be 
levied without consent of Parliament, 
and that no man should be imprisoned 
or fined without a trial by his peers. 
That was seven hundred years ago. 
It cost a grim struggle; it was gained 
step by step. But the English people 
today are proud of their government 
and the country.
It was the proudest boast in the 
days of Rome, “I am a Roman citizen.” 
By saying that he meant that he was 
under the protection of the most 
powerful government in the world. It 
also acknowledged that he owed 
allegiance to his government. So this 
matter of citizenship has a two-fold 
aspect; we are citizens of a govern­
ment in the sense of being under its 
protection, and also in that we owe it 
our allegiance. There is really no 
such thing as a man without a coun­
try.
Citizenship in the United States is 
attained, first, by being born under 
the stars and stripes. All children 
born here are citizens, with one or 
two exceptions. The second way is 
by being naturalized. All men, with 
very limited exceptions, are possible 
citizens if they come to live in the 
country. In years gone by there has 
been an open question as to whether 
or not a man could be a citizen of the 
United States and at the same time 
claim citizenship in the land of his 
birth. This government now has a 
treaty with almost every country 
which recognizes the citizenship of its 
nationals in the United States. 
Foreign born or naturalized citizens 
have the same rights before the law.
LABOR NOT A COMMODITY
Last month in this editorial column 
we wrote on the matter of production. 
It is our purpose now to present a 
matter which is most closely akin to 
production and which is preminently 
associated with it.
The term commodity as applied to 
labor is expressive of a theory of 
labor which occupies altogether too 
large a place in the history of in­
dustry. This theory of labor makes 
it to mean simply a thing in nature 
like a piece of land, a house or a 
sheep. In short it renders labor im­
personal ; or again, it de-humanizes 
labor. Something like a year ago 
there appeared in the Review of Re­
views an article from the trenchant 
pen of that vigorous person, Will 
Hayes, relative to Uncle Sam’s great 
Postal enterprise. Hayes was then 
President Harding’s Postmaster Gen­
eral. The tenor and elements of his 
discussion are so pertinent to our 
present subject that we shall quote 
from him. Hayes at the outset pre­
sented facts and figures disclosing the 
immensity of the Government’s Postal 
Operations. Having shown this he 
stepped into the matter of employment 
—its nature and possibilities. In do­
ing this he presented a programme 
for the up-building of the Department, 
and this readily gave rise to a dis­
cussion of the nature of labor. He 
relates this incident: On the 4th day 
of March, 1921, the very day that 
Hayes assumed his office, a man said 
to him, “You are going to have labor 
troubles, of course. You can make up 
your mind to that. Labor is a com­
modity and you must treat it as such. 
Labor is a commodity the same as 
wheat.” “Wrong,” replied Hayes. 
“That man was 1921 years behind the 
time. Labor is not a commodity.” 
And then he proceeded to define labor 
as follows: “Labor is the human 
factor by which ideas backed by 
brains and capital are turned into 
achievements.” This is, indeed, a 
worthy definition and fits the 
twentieth century. We say it fits the 
century because, as we see it, it well 
states the present and essential nature 
of labor. To say that the civilized 
world has evolved to this conception 
is to affirm one of the evolutions com­
ing out of the past. What have been 
the reasons and methods of this trans­
formation is immaterial to the present 
writing. Sufficient to say, it is here. 
Abstractly viewed labor may even to­
day be considered as so much wheat— 
as a commodity. But it cannot be 
justly and successfully so understood 
in vital practice. Labor is funda­
mentally associated with human fac­
tors. It cannot be disassociated from 
people who have both mental and 
physical needs, rights and aspirations. 
The viewpoint of labor as human goes 
a long way in making for peace and 
efficiency in the great mutual relations 
of capital and labor.
ONLY ONE LIFE
Not many lives, but only one have we; 
How sacred should that one life ever 
be—
Day after day up with blessed toil, 
Hour after hour still bringing in new 
spoil!—Favorite Poems.
An evil tongue never needs a whetstone.
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WATER TROUGHS
By W. G. KAISER, Agriculture Engineer
The construction of a concrete 
trough like that shown in the drawing 
is not a difficult task and any farmer 
can build it.
A watering trough should be placed 
on well drained ground, because under 
the best of conditions the livestock will 
in time make mud holes unless a plat­
form is built, or the holes around the 
trough are filled in as soon as they 
are made. Sometimes it is advisable 
to put the trough on a small knoll in 
order that the water will quickly drain 
away.
placed so there will be a strong bond 
between walls and floor.
In order to insure water-tightness 
a 1:2:3 mixture of concrete is recom­
mended. This means 1 sack of cement 
to 2 cubic feet of sand and 3 cubic 
feet of pebbles or crushed rock. The 
aggregates should be free from sticks, 
soil or foreign material. Only enough 
clean water should be used in mixing 
to make concrete of a jelly-like con­
sistency.
As the concrete is placed it should 
be spaded next to the forms in order
MATERIALS REQUIRED FOR 
TANK
Outside dimensions... 3 ft. 2 in. by 8 ft.
Walls................................2 ft. 8 in. high
Floors.............................. 6 in. thick
1:2:3
1 1/4 cu. yd.
Concrete Mixture........
Volume of Concrete ...
Materials required:
Portland cement.......... 9 sacks
Sand................................. 3/4 cu. yd.
1/4-in. round stl. rods, 1 cu. yd.
Pebbles or b’k’n stone, 215 ft. (36 1/2 lb.)
For each additional foot of length 
add to the foregoing quantities:
Portland cement.............. 1 sack
Sand....................................  2 cu. ft.
Pebbles or broken stone 3 cu. ft.
1/4-in. round steel rods....22 ft. (3 3/4 lb.)
WHEN YOU GET THIS TANK FINISHED IT WILL LAST AS LONG AS
YOU’LL PROBABLY EVER NEED IT.
The ground under the trough should 
not only be drained but also leveled 
and packed.
The outside forms of the trough are 
made of one inch board and 2 by 4-in. 
pieces as shown in the drawing. After 
these forms have been securely braced, 
the concrete can be deposited in the 
bottom to half the depth of the floor. 
Reinforcement consisting of inch 
round rods are then placed on the 
partly constructed floor. These rods 
are bent in “U” shape so that the 
ends will project up into the sides and 
reinforce the walls. All the rods are 
bent to the proper shape before any 
concrete work is started, so that they 
can be quickly put in and the remain­
der of the concrete floor placed with­
out delay or making any joints.
The inside form which has been 
made previous to mixing any of the 
concrete is then quickly lowered in 
proper place and fastened to the out­
side forms with clamps as shown in 
the drawing. Speed is necessary in 
order that the walls can quickly be 
to force the larger rocks back into the 
mass and let the mortar work out 
against the forms, resulting in a 
smooth, dense surface.
As soon as the concrete has hard­
ened sufficiently to be self-sustaining, 
the inside form is removed and the 
interior of the trough given a cement 
wash made by mixing cement and 
water until it is about as thick as 
cream. This wash can be put on with 
an ordinary brush or broom. The 
wash will make a smooth surface and 
insure water-tightness.
The new trough should be kept 
moist by sprinkling for at least 10 
days before using.
The inside of the trough is given a 
slope outward toward the top. This is 
important because if water freezes in 
the tank, the pressure will lift the 
ice and thereby prevent the formation 
of cracks in the walls.
For a trough of the size shown in 
the drawing, the following materials 
will be needed:
Foreman in printing office—What’s 
the matter with Slug 4? He seems 
put out about something.
Devil—Oh, he’s trying to set up 
that long editorial on “The Advan­
tages of Good Penmanship,” and he 
can’t read the editor’s hens’ tracks.
X. Ray—There is no doubting the 
bravery of women.
Y. Knott—No, I saw one of them 




An uptown reader tells of the 
“break” made by a tot of the family 
who was one of a party of little girls 
at a recent strawberry festival in the 
vicinity of her home. She had been 
valiantly boasting of the manifold ad­
vantages of belonging to her family, 
and had managed to hold her own 
against the vainglorious and ingenu­
ous discourses of her companions. 
They had gone from clothes to per­
sonal appearances, then to interior 
furnishings, then to the number of 
tons of coal consumed in the home of 
each during the past winter, and final­
ly brought up at parental dignity. 
The minister’s little girl boasted:
“Every package that comes for my 
papa is marked ‘D .D.’ ”
“An’ every package that comes for 
my papa is marked ‘M. D.,’ ” retorted 
the daughter of the physician of the 
neighborhood.
Then came a fine snort of contempt 
from the heroine of this anecdote. 
“Huh!” she exclaimed, “every package 
that comes to our house is marked 
‘C. O. D.’ There, now!”—Philadelphia 
Times.
Shopwalker—See that woman over 
there? Well, she suffers from klep­
tomania.
Mrs. Miggins—Good gracious! Why 
doesn’t she take something for it?
Shopwalker—She will in a minute.
Laziness travels so slowly that poverty soon overtakes him.—Poor Richard.
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28,225,594.32 $ 7,822,911.69 38.3
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1840 68,132,770.00 39,907,175.68 141.4 1,113,518.00 531,430.08 91.3 69,246,288.00 1.61
1850 97,808,674.00 22,675,904.00 43.5 2,348,899.00 1,235,381.00 110.9 100,157,573.00 2.34
1860 162,291,662.00 64,482,988.00 65.9 2,422,506.00 73,607.00 3.1 164,714,168.00 1.47
1870 219,666,504.00 57,374,842.00 35.3 5,156,356.00 2,733,850.00 112.9 224,822,960.00 2.29
1880 228,030,656.00 8,364,152.00 3.8 7,948,060.00 2,791,704.00 54.1 235,978,716.00 3.37
1890 289,533,991.00 61,503,335.00 27.0 19,595,110.00 11,647,050.00 146.5 309,129,101.00 6.34
1892 296,119,187.00 6,585,196.00 2.2 18,210,994.00 1,384,116.00 7.0- 314,330,181.00 5.79
1894 306,882,044.00 10,762,867.00 3.6 17,596,277.00 614,717.00 3.3- 324,478,321.00 5.40
1896 310,971,129.00 4,089,085.00 1.3 17,529,865.00 66,412.00 .4- 328,500,994.00 5.34
1898 312,852,550.00 1,881,421.00 .6 16,663,694.00 866,171.00 4.9- 329,516,244.00 5.06
1900 317,067,894.00 4,215,344.00 1.3 19,631,755.00 2,968,061.00 17.8 336,699,649.00 5.83
1902 325,948,121.00 8,880,227.00 2.8 26,280,776.00 6,649,021.00 33.8 352,228,897.00 7.46
1904 336,643,050.00 10,694,929.00 3.3 29,870,964.00 3,590,188.00 13.6 366,514,014.00 8.04
1906 357,173,611.00 20,530,561.00 6.1 37,559,379.00 7,688,415.00 25.7 394,732,990.00 9.51
1908 385,622,171.00 28,448,560.00 7.9 42,590,294.00 5,030,915.00 13.4 428,212,465.00 9.94
1910 406,498,473.00 20,876,302.00 5.4 45,281,646.00 2,691,352.00 6.3 451,780,119.00 10.02
1912 431,259,410.00 24,760,937.00 4.7 46,932,634.00 1,650,988.00 3.6 478,192,044.00 9.81
1914 449,680,051.00 18,420,641.00 4.3 48,807,798.00 1,875,164.00 3.9 498,487,849.00 9.80
1916 467,825,546.00 18,145,495.00 4.0 53,577,387.00 4,769,589.00 9.7 521,402,933.00 10.27
1918 515,604,647.00 47,779,101.00 10.2 61,837,882.00 8,260,495.00 15.4 577,442,529.00 10.71
1920 570,620,015.00 55,015,468.00 10.6 66,783,418.00 4,945,536.00 7.9 637,403,433.00 10.47
1922 603,348,272.00 32,728,257.00 5.7 69,419,470.00 2,636,052.00 3.9 672,767,742.00 10.31
STATE VALUATION COMPARISON
From 1860 to Date—Ten Year Period
Year
ESTATES WILD LANDS Total Estates and Wild Lands
Amount Total Increase 
over 1860
















1880 228,030,656.00 65,738,994.00 40.5 7,948,060.00 5,525,554.00 228.1 235,978,716.00 71,264,548.00 43.3
1890 289,533,991.00 127,242,329.00 78.4 19,595,110.00 17,172,604.00 708.9 309,129,101.00 144,414,933.00 87.7
1900 317,067,894.00 154,776,232.00 95.4 19,631,755.00 17,209,249.00 710.3 336,699,649.00 171,985,481.00 104.4
1910 406,498,473.00 244,206,811.00 150.4 45,281,646.00 42,859,140.00 1,769.2 451,780,119.00 287,065,951.00 174.3
1920 570,620,015.00 408,328,453.00 251.6 66,783,418.00 64,360,912.00 2,653.7 637,403,433.00 472,689,265.00 287.0
Ten Mile
We are going to board at Ten Mile 
some time soon.
Mr. Matheson spent a few days in 
Bangor.
It sure is a delight to stop at Ten 
Mile and have some of Mrs. Mathe­
son’s delicious food.
We would like to get acquainted 
with the table girl at Ten Mile 
plant.
’Most any girl will flirt when the 
train is going out.
A woman, very careful of her read­
ing, asked the late Hamilton W. 
Mabie, one day, to recommend to her 
a really good novel.
“Why not ‘A Kentucky Cardinal’?” 
suggested Mr. Mabie.
“No,” replied the woman, “I don’t 
care for theological works.”
“But,” said Mr. Mabie, “this car­
dinal was a bird.”
“That may be,” answered the 
woman icily, “but that wouldn’t 
recommend him to me.”—Ladies' 
Home Journal.
“Shay, offisher, wheresh th’ corner?” 
“You’re standing on it.”
“ ’S no wonder I couldn’t find it?” 
—Chicago Ledger.
will not hear Reason, she will
CAUTIOUS
“Yes,” said the thoughtful theorist, 
“it certainly is possible to be too 
cautions and painstaking. Now, there 
was young Grubb, for instance. He 
knew nothing about love-making and 
he realized it, so when he fell in love 
he decided to practice a little in order 
that everything might be done in such 
a way as to make success practically 
assured.”
“Well?”
“Well, the girl he selected for prac­
tice sued him for breach of promise.” 
—Chicago Post.
“Pa, why do they say in the market 
reports that wheat is nervous?”
“I guess, son, it is because it ex­
pects to be thrashed.”—Boys' Life.
your knuckles.—Poor Richard.
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Bangor Office 
Locals
David Cronin has succeeded Miss 
Millett as secretary to Mr. Robertson.
Helen M. Millett has resigned her 
position as secretary to Mr. Robert­
son.
Moses T. Phillips has recently en­
tered the employ of the Woods Audit­
ing Dept.
If there is anything that our “Chief 
Draftsman” dislikes, it is a “draft-
dodger.”
We are all glad to see Bill Hilton 
back again, after being confined to 
his home by illness.
We understand W. L. B. is an 
authority on the wholesale price of 
snowshoes. Oh, you winter sports!
The Bangor Office is now an Eve- 
less Eden. Our last fair one has left 
our midst. Oh! that we had the pen 
of a Shelley to properly lament.




3. Because it makes Ma mad.
4. The kangaroo and the toad 
went abroad with hops and the bear 
was always bruin.
5. Got a fresh one.
6. One, when he had eaten that his 
stomach was not empty.
7. Fly-paper.
It is said that sugar is bad for the 
teeth. The most careful observers say 
that people who eat great quantities 
of sweets have no more tooth trouble 
than those who abstain or eat in 
moderation. West Indian negroes 
are among the greatest sugar eaters 
in the world and their teeth are famed 
for soundness and whiteness.
FIERCE VARIETY
Stude—“And poor Harry was killed 
by a revolving crane.”
Englishwoman—“My word! What 
fierce birds you have in America.”— 
The Cornell Widow.
Teacher—“Now tell me the name of 
the insect which is first a tank and 
then an airplane.”
Pupil—“It’s the caterpillar, which 
changes into a butterfly.”
—L’Illustration (Paris)
Labor is the Law of happiness.—Stevens.
UP-TO-DATE
She—“Did you meet any Stage 
Robbers while you were out west?”
He—“Yes, I took a couple of chorus 
girls out for dinner.”—The Columbia 
Jester.
She took my hand in sheltered nooks, 
She took my candy and my books, 
She took that lustrous wrap of fur, 
She took those gloves I bought for 
her,
She took my words of love and care, 
She took my flowers, rich and rare, 
She took my ring with tender smile, 
She took my time for quite a while, 
She took my kisses, maid so shy— 
(She took, I must confess, my eye) 
She took whatever I would buy, 
And then she took another guy.
—American Legion.
JUST LIKE THAT
Mr. George Robey, the English 
actor and raconteur, tells the story of 
a gilded youth of effeminate tendencies 
who by some fluke of luck found him­
self stony broke. Deciding that his 
best bet was America, he tried for a 
job on one of the boats crossing the 
Atlantic. After being turned down by 
ship after ship he almost despaired of 
ever getting out of England. Finally 
his luck changed. He struck a boat 
on the point of sailing and found that 
a stoker had failed to show up. Joy­
fully, he signed on, went aboard, and 
was directed below by the captain. 
Then he disappeared. Nothing was 
seen or heard of him for three days. 
But on the fourth day the skipper 
suddenly came upon a resplendent 
figure in full yachting kit, glasses 
slung over his shoulder, promenading. 
“What the hell are you doing here?” 
he demanded. “I thought I told you to 
go below.” The regilded youth gazed at 
the irate officer, tapped him lightly on 
the shoulder, and pleasantly inquired, 
“Oh, haven’t you heard? I’ve left.” 
—The Argonaut (San Francisco).
PURE POLITICS
“And whom did you vote for, Miss 
Sophy?”
“Well, you see, the Conservative 
candidate was simply stunningly good-
looking. But the Liberal had always 
been splendid to his family, so I 
marked both ballots, closed my eyes, 
shuffled them, put one in the box and 
tore up the other. Nothing could be 
fairer than that.”—The Passing Show, 
London.
FACTS OF INTEREST
Pencils. The colored earth or chalk 
of earlier days placed in a wood or 
metal sheathing to protect and give it 
stability. Later metallic lead was in­
troduced, the present pencils being of 
graphite, called black lead, but which 
is nearly pure carbon. The last comes 
from Ticonderoga, and is 99.9 fine. 
Graphite is mixed with water and 
clay, the latter grading the hardness 
of the pencil; the mixture is ground, 
hydraulic pressed, and “formed” with 
a long coil; cut into sticks, baked, and 
placed in grooved strips of pine or 
cedar; the second strip is glued on 
and the pencils dried, trimmed, 
shaped, varnished, and stamped. Paper 
is used in place of wood casing, each 
individual band being consecutively 
removed in place of sharpening. The 
metallic cased pencil, for pushing up 
the graphite, was invented by Haw­
kins & Mordan (1822). Colored 
pencils are of tallow, wax, and color­
ing material.
“Arthur,” said a young artist to a 
friend, “do you see that lady and 
gentleman who are looking at my 
picture, and talking in such low, 
earnest tones?”
“Yes,” replied the friend.
“I wish you would saunter by care­
lessly and find out what they are 
saying. It looks like business.”
“She is calling him down for 
staying out late last night,” said 
the friend, returning.—Pittsburgh 
Chronicle-Telegraph.
SEBOOMOOK
A merry party assembled at Se
boomook on the evening of January 
21st to tender Supt. and Mrs. W. B. 
McDonald a farewell dinner, as they 
are to resign from the management 
of Seboomook Farm on February 1st. 
A bounteous repast was prepared for 
the occasion by Mrs. Annie Levasseur, 
consisting of roast chicken, fruit 
salad, asparagus and toast, ice cream, 
cake, coffee and fruit punch. Mr. 
Edward Douty in behalf of the as­
sembled guests extended to Mr. and 
Mrs. McDonald the regrets of all on 
account of their departure and well 
wishes for their future success. The 
evening was passed with recitations 
by Messrs. Douty, F. H. K. Stait and 
C. M. Brosnahan and singing of old 
time songs by the assembled company. 
During the four and a half years Mr. 
and Mrs. McDonald have been in 
charge of Seboomook Farm and 
Boarding House they have made a 
host of friends among the Great 
Northern employees, whose duties 
have called them to Seboomook either 
for a long or short period. Everyone 
will remember the ever ready smile 
and welcoming hand of Supt. McDon­
ald and efficient house management of 
Mrs. McDonald. It is doubtful is 
Mac, as he was familiarly called by 
all, will ever be forgotten at Se
boomook and the Moosehead Lake 
region.
Today you know what you have 
done, tomorrow can only tell what you 
can do.
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The Cuxabexis Operation has been 
of unusual interest this winter on ac­
count of the experiment that is being 
made with the Holt Tractor. For 
several years the question of hauling 
wood with a tractor has been under 
discussion, and last fall it was decided 
to try the plan out at Cuxabexis. 
Superintendent George Brown recent­
ly expressed himself as being very 
well pleased with results so far. The 
tractors have delivered on an average, 
about two hundred cords of wood 
each on the landing, per day. One 
tractor hauled sixty and one-half 
cords at one load, without doubt the 
largest load of wood ever hauled in 
this state by a gasoline engine, on 
land.
These tractors, with the long lines 
of sleds, some times as many as ten 
of them behind a single tractor, pre­
sent a wonderful scene, and are in 
marked contrast to the scenes of 
other days when all the hauling of 
both wood and supplies was done with 
horses.
Recently the writer was an inter­
ested spectator of an attack on a 
huge snowdrift at Ripogenus Dam by 
one of the Holts with a Sargent snow­
plow. The drift was deep enough to 
give shelter from the wind to the 
writer and his horse. Driving into 
the opening behind the plow, he 
watched the huge machine work its 
way through the drift for several 
hundred feet. At times it seemed to 
be buried in the snow, but at last it 
emerged, shaking itself like a great 
Collie dog, and continued on its jour­
ney as though going through a ten 
foot snow drift was a mere trifle.
One Holt decided to take a bath and 
without consulting its driver took a 
cold plunge in a brook near Cuxabexis.
These four cuts represent a 10-Ton 
Northern Logger “Caterpillar” Trac­
tor that went into the brook near the 
Cuxabexis Operation.
Mr. Farley and Mr. Inman, the 
camp foreman, went ahead of the 
tractor and tested the ice, finding the 
ice sufficiently thick to hold the 
tractor, and Mr. Bert Ray, who is 
the Holt service man operating the 
tractors for the Northern, started the 
tractor across the brook. When the 
tractor had nearly reached the op­
posite side of the brook the ice gave 
away and the tractor settled down 
through the ice, going out of sight 
into the muck into the bottom of the 
brook.
Mr. Ray escaped through the front 
windows of the cab, getting very wet. 
After the tractor had settled in this 
hole nearly out of sight it was left 
for a few days until a bridge could be 
built across the stream, as shown in 
the picture showing the tractor cov­
ered with snow. The first cut shows 
Mr. Ray standing beside of the tractor 
just after dynamite had been used 
to break the ice around the tractor.
Heavy tackle was borrowed from 
the Coburn Steamship Company and 
the tractor was pulled out of the 
brook after several days of hard word.
The tractor now is in excellent run­
ning order, and the only damage that 
was done to the tractor that could be 
ascertained was broken glass in the 
cab.
The willingness to win is not en­
tirely the same thing as the will to 
win.
He most lives who thinks most, feelsnoblest, acts the best.—P. J. Bailey.
LOOKED THE PART
Mark Twain, relating several in­
cidents of his travels in India, told 
the following story anent the pom­
posity of the judge of the Bombay 
high court:
“A judge, whose bearing denoted 
that never for an instant could he for­
get his judicial distinction, was walk­
ing up and down the platform of a 
small railway station just before tak­
ing his seat in the train. A few 
minutes after tthe train had drawn 
into the station a perspiring English­
man rushed on to the platform and 
said to the judge:
“ Is this the Bombay train?’
“The judge, looking over the head 
of the questioner, remarked coldly:
“ I am not the station master.' 
Whereupon the Englishman retorted, 
with considerable heat:
“ ‘Then, confound you, sir, why do 
swagger about as if you were?’ ”—
Dingus—My wife says that I smoko 
like a furnace, and so she takes my 
pipe away and hides it.
Bjones—Ah; she believes in the 
pipeless furnace, I see.
A COMPASSIONATE JUDGE
A certain judge who once presided 
over a criminal court was famous as 
one of the most compassionate men 
who ever sat on the bench. His soft­
ness of heart, however, did not pre­
vent him from doing his duty as a 
judge.
A man who had been convicted of 
stealing a small amount was brought 
into the court for sentence. He looked 
very sad and hopeless, and the court 
was much moved by his contrite ap­
pearance.
“Have you ever been sentenced to 
imprisonment?” the judge asked.
“Never! never!” exclaimed the 
prisoner, bursting into tears.
“Don’t cry, don’t cry,” said the 
judge, consolingly; “you’re going to be 
now.”
ft
The Northern Page Thirteen
THE BEST MAN
Pat had asked whether he might 
get off from work early, as he was to 
be “best man” at a friend’s wedding. 
He was granted permission, and the 
next morning came to work with two 
beautifully decorated black eyes.
“Why, Pat,” remarked his boss, “I 
thought you were at a wedding. They 
are usually peaceful affairs, so how in 
the world did you get those black 
eyes?”
“Well, Oi’ll tell yees how it was. 
There was a judge standin’ there with 
a swallow-tailed coat and high collar 
on; an’ oi wint up to him with me 
finger in his face and axed: ‘An’ who 
are ye? oi said. ‘Oi am best man,’ 
says he. ‘You are?’ says oi. ‘Oi am,’ 
says he. An’ faith he was.”
IN THE CIRCUMSTANCES
“But it’s Mr. Fisherbury, the 
millionaire!” persisted the plumber’s 
assistant at the telephone.
“I don’t care, millionaire or multi­
millionaire!” roared Leeks. “I’m too 
busy to be bothered!”
“He says he’s busy!” repeated the 
assistant over the ’phone. Then he 
turned to Mr. Leeks.
“He says can’t you send somebody 
up to his house. There’s a leak!” 
said the assistant nervously.
“No!” thundered Leeks. “The men 
are all out on jobs. Perhaps I can 
next week, or next month!”
“Mr. Leeks says no, he can’t send 
anybody; they’re all out on jobs!” re­
peated the assistant. “What? In the 
wine-cellar? No he says the men are 
all out, and------”
“Hold on a minute!” said Leeks, 
swiftly reaching over for the tele­
phone-receiver. “Ah! A leak in your 
wine-cellar, Mr. Fisherbury? That’s 
too bad! I’ll come over right away!
And he hired a taxi to get there.
Mildred—Madge’s complexion has 
improved wonderfully of late.
Marjorie—Yes, she is beginning to 
understand how to put it on.
BUT NOT VICE VERSA
When little Percival arrived at 
school on the opening day, he carried 
the following note to the teacher:
“Dear Teacher: Our sweet little 
Percival is a very delicate, nervous 
child, and if he is naughty—and he is 
likely to be naughty at times—just 
punish the boy next to him, and that 
will frighten him so he’ll be good.” 
—Wayside Tales.
DR. MERRILL’S ADDRESS
(Extract from an address by Dean 
Leon Merrill of University of Maine, 
at the last session of the State 
Grange).
I esteem it an honor to speak to 
the people.
Avoidable illness costs the people 
of Maine millions of dollars, both 
employer and employed being affected. 
Poor health of parents means under 
nourishment of children. By lessen­
ing the avoidable illnesses of people 
much misery can be avoided.
We are treading a plainly marked 
road that man himself can prevent 
much illness by proper and sanitary 
precautions.
The length of life is increasing by 
the definite following of laws of 
health. A gift of years to people 
means so much. What are we going to 
do with this gift, for we have had 
a gift of five years? Shall we use it 
for pleasure or to add still another 
five years to the length of life? It 
is up to the people. Knowing that the 
work of the Maine Public Health As­
sociation is responsible for this, we 
feel that its scope should be broad­
ened. It has a number of different 
divisions which function together un­
der the same officers.
The society has definite results to 
its credit along the lines of prevent­
ing blindness in children and correct­
ing defective vision. It is also doing a 
good work for under nourished chil­
dren by means of its open air schools, 
of which the Bangor and Portland 
schools are types.
Preventable diseases have been 
checked, tuberculosis has been lessened 
and efforts are being made for cancer 
control.
A campaign for better care of the 
teeth and eyes has been inaugurated 
together with efforts in many direc­
tions to promote better health.
The goal of all the efforts made by 
every progressive society of the state 
is Maine, the Healthiest State. Maine 
is the only state in New England to 
win honors in the National Health 
tournament in which from two to six 
of her schools participated.
Maine is on the right track and 
should stay there. Public health is the 
state’s most important business.
Give generously, at least of your 
moral support, as you have given 
generously of your financial aid and 
that we may build sound bodies to 
contain sane minds and the indwelling 
Christian spirit.
The manager of a factory asked the 
foreman if the new man he had hired 
was making progress.
“Progress!” exclaimed the foreman 
disgustedly. “Progress! I’ve taught 
him everything I know and he is still 
an ignorant fool.”
Trade is the bridge between all nations,—Gilbert Parker,
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James M. Cahill and “Helper,” The Emergency Corps at Cooper Brook Depot.
 Here and There 
Kokadjo, Me., Feb. 3, 1923.
Mr. M. S. Hill,
6 State St., Bangor:
The reason for calling the boy and 
pony team “The Emergency Corps” 
is because if anyone on the operation 
wants an errand done, they call on 
the boy—everything from hauling 
spring water to taking things up to 
the tractor on the mountain.
We enjoy “The Northern” very 
much.
Yours very truly,
Mrs. Maurice H. Cahill,
Kokadjo, Me.
FORTY MILE
A very interesting moving picture, 
entitled “King Spruce,” was shown at 
the Forty Mile Hotel, January 26, by 
Mr. Toussaint.
At the changing of reels, a few 
selections were sung by Mr. Hill, and 
Miss Cecelia G. Claire, one of Orono 
and Bangor’s noted singers. They 
were certainly enjoyed by all that at­
tended. The attendance was large.
Mrs. Lane has recently installed a 
player piano at the Forty Mile, where 
good and popular music is enjoyed by 
all, and especially the beautiful sing­
ing both by Miss Claire and Miss 
Lane.
We hear that our friend R. C. is 
very busy nights now, and we wonder 
why?
Say B., why that grouch, what’s 
happened, anything serious?
Every night at 7.30 one can see 
hurrying down the road from Forty 
Mile, J. M., our ambitious cook, with 
a gun perched upon his shoulder and 
a dagger at his side. Are there any 
bears, Joe?
John Lamb has been on the sick 
list for some time.
Mrs. J. E. Sargent has been spend­
ing a few weeks at Penobscot Lake.
Henry Bartley, it is reported, has 
bought “Switch Tail” from the Com­
pany.
Twenty-five hens have been supplied 
at Rockwood for their production at 
the Boarding House.
A great amount of sickness, largely 
in the nature of colds and flue, has 
prevailed in the various operations 
within the past few weeks.
Yvonne Evoy was called a short 
time ago from her position at the 
Rockwood Boarding House to Massa­
chusetts on account of sickness.
COOPER BROOK DEPOT CAMP
Mr. M. L. Jewett is stopping in 
Bangor this winter and has just re­
turned to Bangor from Boston, where 
he went for a visit.
Mr. Albert Bennett, who was one 
of the hostlers for some time at the 
Grant Farm, is driving a public car­
riage in Bangor.
Mr. and Mrs. Chapman, who have 
been at the Rockwood Boarding 
House have been compelled to go from 
there on account of Mrs. Chapman’s 
health.
Mr. Murry Peters, who has been 
employed by Sargent at the Penobscot 
Lake Sluice Operation for some 
weeks, is in Bangor and will go to 
Charlottetown, P. E. I., for a visit be­
fore returning up river.
Mr. Walter B. Twombly, who was 
previously superintendent of Pittston 
Farm has accepted a similar position 
at the Seboomook Farm. The many 
up-river friends of Mr. and Mrs. 
Twombly will welcome them back into 
the Spruce Wood Regions.
THE OPERATOR
The life of an operator in these here 
woods,
Is gosh darn hard less you’ve got the 
goods.
From early morning until late at 
night,
She turns the crank with her trusty 
right.
It’s hello here and hello there,
Till the tip of her tongue is almost 
bare.
But bye and bye in a little pine box, 
Peace will come to Annie Fox.
—William Shakspeare.
He—This storm may put the light 
out. Are you afraid?
She—Not if you take that cigarette 
out of your mouth.—J ack-o-Lantem.
Success never needs an excuse.—Lytton.
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Early Names Applied to Maine 
Nobody has yet succeeded in writ­
ing a popular and readable history of 
the State of Maine. The reasons for 
this defect are obvious to the student 
who undertakes a study of the early 
history of our State territory and the 
lands adjacent. The lack of accurate 
records kept by those who were party 
to the early explorations, the claims 
and counter claims made by the two 
great European nations who disputed 
over the rights of ownership for a 
century and a half, the different 
names applied to ill-defined terri­
tories, the bitter rivalaries and con­
tentions on the soil itself by those who 
here laid claim to the lands under 
grants from far away Monarchs are 
some of the causes which present an 
almost unsolvable puzzle to one who 
would write for us the history of our 
State.
There is probably no part of the 
American continent which presents 
more fascinating interests for the 
student who would make the past 
yield up its secrets than southeastern 
Canada and the State of Maine. Prob­
ably no part of the new world has 
had more names applied to it than 
this same section.
It is but natural that a new land 
should be the subject of mystery and 
confusion, in this regard our own 
State in its early history will not dis­
appoint us. An early historical au­
thority tells us that the natives call 
the territory embracing the State of 
Maine “Mavoshen,” and one of the 
earlier English voyagers describes 
Mavoshen as a country lying to the 
east and north of Virginia, “The peo­
ple whereof are called Tarrentines.” 
His further discription of the land fits 
very well the present State of Maine. 
The chances are that this “Mavo­
shen” was an Indian name applied to 
some locality embracing or embraced 
by the present state. A map made by 
an Italian, sailing under French int
erests, as early as 1529, shows the 
whole coast line from Cape Breton to 
the Florida Cape under the name of 
Arambega. This name is variously 
spelled, “Norembega,” “Norumbega” 
and “Arambec.” Another map ap­
peared in 1539 showing the same land 
with the same name spelled “Norem­
bega.” In 1556 still another map 
shows Norembega as the name ap­
plied to the whole coast line as far 
south as the Jersey coast.
The French early determined to 
colonize the new world. From the 
earliest times, the French fishermen 
visited the fishing grounds discovered 
by the first voyagers. John Rut wrote 
to Henry VIII, under date of August 
3, 1527 that he counted eleven sails 
of Normans and one Brittaine in the 
harbor at Newfoundland. The pos­
sible wealth of the new land was be­
coming apparent and plans were ac­
cordingly made to appropriate it to 
I'd rather make my name than inherit it.—Thackeray.
French interests. In 1540, a French 
nobleman was appointed by the King 
of France as viceroy of Norimbega, 
with full legal powers over the ter­
ritory. As the French claim to the 
new world extended from Cape Breton 
to the southern part of present New 
England, this appointment covered 
Maine. An English writer in 1582 
shows by his statement that he under­
stood that the Penobscot river was 
the southern boundary of Norembega.
The best and most accurate maps 
made of land in which we are now 
interested were made in the early 
part of the new century. The first of 
these made in 1603-6, was by Samuel 
Champlain, a French man, who visit­
ed the coast and took plenty of time 
for exploring and investigation. They 
spent the winter of 1603-04 upon an 
island in the St. Croix river, not far 
below the present town of Robinston. 
On Champlain’s map Norembega is 
the name applied to the coast as far 
south as Philadelphia. In 1603 a 
patent issued to a man by the name 
of De Monts, by the French King, 
gave him sovereignty of Acadia with 
confines from the fortieth to the 
forty-sixth degree of latitude. This 
would include a portion of Maine. 
Thus Maine came to have still another 
name. The other map of which men­
tion has been made was made by John 
Smith in 1614. He followed the direc­
tion set by his predecessors and called 
the country Norembega as far south 
as Virginia, but placed under it a new 
name, New England, which included 
at least a part of Maine—probably as 
far east as the Penobscot.
Still another name has been applied 
to it under the French claim, that is 
Canada. Then again all the French 
claims to American soil came to be 
known under the name New France.
The origin of these names is un­
certain. Probably Mavoshen and 
Norembega are Indian names, which 
the early explorers receiving from the 
natives, applied indiscriminately in 
their accounts and maps. There were 
in circulation in the early accounts 
stories of a great city, with public 
buildings and churches, and possessed 
of fabulous wealth and numerous 
population, by the name of Norem
bega. It was the capital of the land 
by that name. There were not want­
ing persons who had claims of having 
visited the city and seen its wealth 
and power. It was also claimed that 
the inhabitants were not Indians but 
whites. In later years, when the name 
Norembega was applied to the land 
on the Penobscot river, it was thought 
that the city, Norembega, was on its 
banks and Champlain in 1604 made 
diligent search for it along the river. 
If there ever was such a city, it has 
disappeared like Atlantis and left be­
hind nothing but the traditions of its 
greatness and wealth. Historians 
doubt it ever existed. But a portion 
of our State and its lordly river in­
herit its name, whatever mystery sur­
rounds it.
The names, Acadia and Canada, 
suggest a French origin, though it is 
claimed that Canada is a Spanish ex­
pression that applied to it first by a 
disappointed, gold-hunting Spaniard, 
clung to it through the years. It may 
be a French modification of an old 
Indian name.
If these ancient titles by which our 
State has been called are all mysteries 
in their origin, the present name 
Maine is no less so. Several early 
Maine historians told us that the 
name was first applied to our terri­
tory in compliment to the English 
Queen Henrietta, who had a province 
of that name, as a dowery from 
France. For years this was accepted 
as the explanation. Later comes one 
who says that the explanation is 
faulty. He points out to us that 
Queen Henrietta did not own the 
province in France by that name. He 
says that the fishermen along the 
Maine coast who had huts and drying 
yards among the numerous islands as 
well as on the mainland referred to 
the mainland as the Main, as dis­
tinguished from the islands. In that 
way it came to be called Maine. What­
ever may be the true explanation, the 
name as first applied could only have 
included a small part of the present 
area. The first official use of it was 
in 1622 when the Council for New 
England was making a grant of land 
to Ferdinando Gorges and John 
Mason. Their claim lay between the 
Piscataquis and Sagadahock rivers, 
and was called the Province of Maine. 
The name seems to have extended 
with the claims of Massachusetts to 
a final inclusion of all the present 
territory of Maine, till at the time of 
our final separation the Province of 
Maine became the State of Maine.
We have often heard remarkable 
stories of fast walking, and also of 
men who overestimate their walking 
ability, but the latest and best one 
yet comes from Rockwood. A young 
man who claims Seboomook as his 
resting place, was recently returning 
from his point of attraction and con­
ceived the bright idea of walking from 
Somerset Junction to Kineo Station 
after purchasing his ticket, no doubt 
thinking he could recover the price of 
the ticket at Kineo and so recoup on 
some of the expenses of his trip. The 
train of course, passed him on the 
way. He says he whistled to the en­
gineer but he wouldn’t stop, so he ar­
rived at Kineo a tired and wiser boy. 
Through pity for this misguided youth 
we will mention no names and hope 
everybody will keep it a S. T. A. T. E. 
secret.
Jones—I never know what to do 
with my week-end.
Bones—Why not keep your hat on 
it?—American Boy.
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 Pete's Bargain Horse
 Pete Dionne own wan ol’ w’ite mare, he’s kip on stall mos’ two’ t’ree year, 
But las’ July put her on fiel,’ for feed wit’ sheep an’ cow an’ steer. 
 Bimeby Pete t’ink he sell dat plug, will let her go for t’irty dol,;
 If dat price seem leetle too high, will t’row in pung, or cariole.
 He advertise on Daily News, an’ say “Bes’ bargain on de town;”
 Two man was come nex’ day for buy—dey bring de stuff for pay cash down, 
 “I’m sorry,” Pete was say to dem, “dat horse was not on stall today; 
She’s on de pasture, down de road, wit’ cow an’ sheep, t’ree mile away.” 
 “Ride out wit’ us,” wan of dem say, “an’ if dat mare was w’at we lak, 
 Will pay de price, jus’ as she stan’, den lead her home an’ brought you back.” 
 So Pete jomp on an’ start dem off, but soon as dey was reach de wood,
Wan honder yard from pasture fence, he mak’ dem stop so soon they could. 
 “Mus’ ax you feller stay back here,” say Pete, an’ den he’s tole dem w’y: 
 “I’m scare my mare git sight of you—Some tarn, you see, she’s leetle shy; 
 Out wit’ de cattle here she’s ronne, jus’ as she lak, for beeg long w’ile, 
An’ if she see two stranger come, might catch some fright an’ ronne 
 t’ree mile.” 
Den Pete was tak’ long piece of rope an’ go alone for ketch de mare, 
 Climb on de seat, lead her beside—she don’t care moche, was never scare. 
 Dey lak her look’, an’ pay hees price, tole Pete dat she was “Bargain, sure— 
Too tender foot for walk rough groun’, but wit’ new shoe dat troub’ I 
can cure.” 
Nex’ day dose man was come encore, mak’ Pete climb off hees tall hay-rack, 
Call heem “Beeg cheat, for sol’ blin’ horse”—dey’ll mak’ heem pay dat 
t’irty back!
“I don’t t’ink so,” Pete mak’ reply, “didn’t say dat mare was got good eye.” 
“You did!” dey shout, “You tole us dat she’s ronne t’ree mile if stranger 
spy!”
“Dat ain’t no lie,” Pete answer dem, “she’s seex year blin’—an’ den he smile 
An’ say: “Sure t’ing, if she seen you, I t’ink she’d ronne mos’ twenty mile.”
—A. L. T. Cummings, in The Maine-Spring.
A PROBLEM OF PROGRESS
“I have jes’ been thingin’,” said 
Farmer Corntossel, “an’ I must say 
things look pretty serious.”
“What has set you thinkin’?” asked 
his wife.
“This volcano down at Nicarogger. 
Some people say it might make a 
canal dangerous. An’ I don’t know 
but it might. It’s a terrible picter I 
kin see in my mind’s eye! Think of 
floatin’ down the canal on your 
gondola, listenin’ to the boleros and 
cachucas, an’ suddenly having a lot 
of lava an’ hot ashes dumped on you 
—like you had bumped unawares into 
a mud-slingin’ campaign over to 
Philadelphhy.”
“What are you going to do about 
it?”
“I haven’t made up my mind. 
There’s been some blood-curdlin’ mis­
takes made, an’ I’m afraid it’s too late 
to correct ’em. Before they put down 
all these railroads they ought to have 
thought about the havoc that would 
be created if the trains all got to 
smashin’ into one another at once, as 
there is a chance of their doin’; be­
fore they put in all these electric 
lights an’ electric cars they ought to 
have thought what ’ud happen if all 
that electricity was to break out sud­
den-like. An’ the elevators an’ steam­
boats—the danger lurkin’ in ’em is 
somethin’ fearful. I’ll bet there’s been 
more damage done to life an’ property 
by smash-ups the last five or ten years 
than ’ud equal the morality an’ ex­
pense of a volcano-busted canal!”
“Well,” persisted his wife, “what 
are you goin’ to do about it?”
“I dunno yet. I haven’t made up 
my mind whether to advise ’em to 
abolish all this steam an’ electricity 
or to tell ’em to be brave an’ go ahead 
an’ take a few more chances on vol­
canoes.”—Washington Star.
HE DIDN’T
“Hey, Joplin,” said Elmer to the 
other atop: “don’t come down that 
ladder on the north corner; I took it 
away.”
PREDESTINED OBSEQUIES
One morning, while visiting in Rich­
mond, I overheard the following con­
versation between my hostess and the 
cook:
“Please, Mis’ Gawdon, may I git 
off nex’ Sunday to go to the fun’ral of 
a friend of mine?”
“Next Sunday? Why, Eliza, this 
is only Monday! Thev wouldn’t put a 
funeral off for a week.’’
“Yas’m,” respectfull; “but dey has 
to, ’cause he ain’t dead yit.”
“Not dead! I am positively ashamed 
of you. How can you be so heartless 
as to arrange to attend the funeral of 
a man who is still alive? Why, he 
may not die at all.”
“Yas’m, but he will; dey ain’t no 
hope.”
“It is impossible to say that, Eliza; 
the best doctors are often mistaken. 
But if even they do know a case to 
be hopeless, they cannot predict the 
exact time of a man’s death with such 
a certainty that the funeral can be 
arranged so long beforehand.”
“Yes’m,” with calm assurance; “but 
he will be buried nex’ Sunday, for all 
dat, ’cause he’s gwin’ to be hung on 
Friday.”—Harper's Magazine.
A FISH STORY WITH A MORAL
A naturalist divided an aquarium 
with a clear glass partition. He put 
a lusty bass in one section and 
minnows in the other.
The bass struck every time a 
minnow approached the glass parti­
tion. After three days of fruitless 
lunging, which netted him only 
bruises, he ceased his efforts and sub­
sisted on the food that was dropped in.
Then the naturalist removed the 
glass partition. The minnows swam 
all around the bass, but he did not 
strike at a single one. He had been 
thoroughly sold on the idea that busi­
ness was bad.
There is a moral if we need it and 
this is it—take another shot at the 
glass partition. Maybe is isn’t there 
any more.
“TWO OF THOSE”
French Canadians now form the 
bulk of the mill operatives in the 
manufacturing towns of New Eng­
land, and dwellers in those towns are 
often amused at their well-meant ef­
forts to use the English language be­
fore they have mastered all its in­
tricacies.
A bystander at the railroad station 
at Biddeford, Maine, saw one of these 
French Canadians, with a long face 
and much crepe on his hat, and sur­
mising that he might be returning to 
Canada with the body of some de­
ceased relative, sympathetically in­
quired if he had lost any of his 
family.
“Yaas,” said the sorrowing one, 
“what you call date feller when hees 
wife be dead?”
“Widower?” suggested the inquirer.
“Yas,” was the reply; “I be two of 
those; dis my secon’ wife.”—Smart 
Set.
Liberty is worth whatever the best civilization is worth.
